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Barred 
by Ridea 


Summary 


Alina gets an invitation to dinner. She does not get much farther than the door. 


Notes 


Also posted on Tumblr. I got the idea for this when I was trying to sleep last night. I wasn’t 
sure who it would fit best until I thought of Alina and the Darkling. I’ve only seen the Netflix 
show of Shadow and Bone, so keep that in mind lol. 


Thank you to @vixenofcourse, who inspired the choice of Darklina for this by spamming her 
blog with Ben Barnes. lol. 


She’s underdressed. 


She had known she might be, but he had been adamant that it would be fine. He told her to 
wear what she was comfortable in. Comfort didn’t mean anything when faced with this place. 
She hadn’t even gone in yet. She should just go home, but she was curious about him. There 
was something there that made her want to know more. Maybe it was the way he was oddly 
comforting and encouraging, focusing on her and what she was saying like she was the only 
other person on the planet. It was intoxicating. Especially when she was brought in to point 
out the obvious plagiarism she had found. She had just been trying to help. She expected 
they’d likely kill the messenger, not invite them to dinner. 


She walks in and regrets it immediately. She was right. The hostess behind the stand looks at 
her up and down. She does not hide her expression well. 


Alina has never been more tempted to go home. The man had asked her for dinner, well, 
insisted really, to thank her. He said he wanted to make her an offer, just based on how she 
had found the problem. Even if he didn’t, she probably would still be there. She’s only met 
him once but there’s something about him that just draws her in. At least, it did once she 
stopped babbling in the elevator after she had been shot down before she even got near his 
office to point out the problem. She hadn’t known he was who he was when she asked if he 
knew what the trespassing policy was if she just stood outside of the CEO’s office screaming 
about corporate espionage. He had just looked surprised and then amused as soon as she 
started rambling that maybe nudity would get their attention but she really didn’t want to get 
arrested. She liked having her record clean, thank you. 


He offered to help and the next thing she knew she was in his office, facing down him and a 
board of directors, explaining the issue. It was the most nerve-wracking thing she had ever 
done. Especially when she clued into how attractive the man was. 


It wasn’t even just his stupid face with the weirdly soft-looking beard. Beards weren’t 
supposed to be soft, were they? Not that she touched it. But it looked soft and she had to stop 
staring when they met so he didn’t think she was a complete weirdo staring at his long 
eyelashes. She knows girls who would kill for eyelashes like he has. 


It was his voice. When he spoke to her, it didn’t sound like it did when he gave orders. It was 
smooth and he was weirdly charming and before she even realized what had happened, she 
agreed to dinner with him. Which she is now regretting. A bit. 


Curiosity wins out. “Hi,” she smiles, trying to come off as friendly as possible. 


“Can I help you?” the woman asks slowly. She’s surprised she doesn’t crinkle her nose. It’s 
not like Alina smells or looks dishevelled. She’s just in jeans. 


“T’m here to meet someone. Aleksander Morozova.” 


The hostess raises an eyebrow. She glances down at her outfit again. “We have a strict dress 
code policy.” The way she says it tells Alina that this woman does not believe her. 


“T know, I’m sorry. I didn’t know. He didn’t...he didn’t tell me.” She really wishes he did. Not 
that she’d have anything that suited this place, but she would have come up with something. 
One of her friends would have helped. 


Well, not Mal. He didn’t even know she was coming. She knew he wouldn’t approve. He 
would have questioned why a man like Morozova wanted dinner with her and would have 
insisted he come with her, if only for her protection. She loved him. He was her oldest friend 
and she knew he meant well, but he wouldn’t understand. She didn’t even understand. No one 
had ever really been interested in her before and she had honestly been starting to wonder if 
anyone ever would. Those doubts were oddly quiet when she met Aleksander. 


“You have to leave,” the woman says. She nods towards the door. Alina tries not to take 
insult from that. She’s faced worse than this woman. 


“That’s fine,” she says. “But can you at least tell him I’m here? I don’t want him to think I 
stood him up.” 


“What’s the problem here?” A man asks as he walks up, standing next to the hostess. He’s 
only marginally better at hiding his expression when he looks at her. 


The hostess whispers something to the man that she can’t hear. Alina tries not to imagine 
what they’re saying. She’s heard it all by now. 


The man glances into the restaurant before he looks back at her. ““Ma’am, we have a strict 
dress code. I am afraid your outfit does not suit it. You will have to leave.” 


She tries not to sigh in frustration. She knows that just like she knows that they’re being 
purposefully obtuse. “I understand that, but I am supposed to meet someone and he’s already 
here. Can you tell him the issue?” 


“Who are you meeting?” the man asks like he hasn’t already been told by the hostess. 
“Aleksander Morozova.” 


The man glances at the hostess again. Whatever silent communication they have, it misses 
Alina completely. “I’m afraid we can’t do that,” the man says. “We have a policy not to 
bother our patrons where...insistent people are concerned. You could be press, for all we 
know.” 


“I’m not the press!” Alina stops herself from continuing. They won’t change their minds. She 
doesn’t fit what they expect for the man she’s here to meet. Fine. Two can play that game. 
She was trying not to cause any trouble. She digs out her cellphone and scrolls through her 
recent calls until she finds his number. She hasn’t added him to her contacts, that would be 
presumptuous, but he’s still in her history. 


It rings once before he answers. 


“You're not cancelling on me, are you?” His voice is low, almost sounding faintly worried. 
She tries and fails, not to smile. There’s something about the way he speaks to her. Like he 


ardently wants her. She’s never been wanted before, not like that. 


“No, I’m at the restaurant but they won’t let me past the hostess desk. I don’t fit the dress 
code. I didn’t know this place was so...fancy.” 


“Don’t move.” He hangs up. 


She slides her phone back into her pocket and looks at the two at the hostess counter. They 
are starting to look unnerved. Maybe it’s the realization that she is here to see who she said 
she was. She shouldn’t take so much pleasure at their uncertainty, but she’s faced people like 
them so many times through the years. She can’t help it. 


He strides out behind them, from somewhere deep in the restaurant. His coat billows out 
behind him, making him look far more dramatic than he has any real right to be. He looks 
intimidating and unimpressed. At least until he sees her. He smiles as his eyes meet hers. The 
man needed to come with warnings when he smiled. Those dimples were a hazard on their 
own. 


She can’t help but smile back. 


His smile drops as he turns to look at the hostess and the man. “I won’t be needing my table 
now or any time in the future if this is how my guests are treated.” He turns away, ignoring 
how they sputter and try to make apologies. She’s never considered how rich he must be if 
this is the reaction he gets. 


He turns towards her. “Come, Alina.” He says her name like it belongs to him, like it’s 
always lived in his mouth just waiting to be said. “Let us find somewhere suitable to eat.” He 
moves forward, offering his arm to her. It takes her by surprise and she gingerly takes it. He 
tucks it into his side, encouraging her to move in close against him, before maneuvering her 
to the exit. She glances back at the two. Their faces have lost all colour. 


“You don’t have to do that,” she says, looking up at him. 


“They’ ll face the consequences of their actions,” he replies. He looks down at her and his 
eyes soften. “What are you in the mood for?” 


“Anything.” She smiles up at him widely. He looks a little starstruck before he nods. 


“Whatever you desire.” He pauses for a moment before his eyes suddenly glint in 
amusement. “Unless you’d like to skip dinner. Weren’t you threatening nudity in front of the 
CEO? We could arrange a more private setting than outside my office.” 


Her mouth drops open and it’s only when he chuckles lowly, that she slaps him lightly on the 
arm. “I didn’t mean it!” 


He grins back at her. ““That’s a shame. I was looking forward to it ever since you mentioned 
it.” 


“Aleksander!” 


His eyes darken slightly and the tension between them rises. “Yes, darling?” 


She can’t stop her face from heating up. She’s never been called that before. “Can we get 
tacos?” 


His nose crinkles slightly before he stops it, just enough to let her know that the idea doesn’t 
entirely appeal to him. “As I said, whatever you desire.” 
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